JUDGMENT OF DEATH
my mind, and again my wits seemed to stagger
before their realization of the awful mistake we had
made.
We had only made one mistake. With one
exception, ail our assumptions were right. This
was the night the rogues had chosen: Bugle and the
chauffeur had been dispatched to the sluice: and
Harris and the priest and the others had stood
waiting without the castle—waiting for the water
to stop. But th&y had been waiting not at the month
of the conduit, but at the month of the waste-pipe—not
where the water entered, but where the water came out
. . . somewhere below the castle, down in the voods.
And the water had stopped . . . we had stopped it
. . . by letting the shutter down. And then they had
come up the waste-pipe and made their way out
of the well.
This, as I say, was patent: Harris was covered
with slime.
It was Bunch that bound us, and I must say he
did his work well. I should say he had been a sailor,
so true and swift were his knots. Harris and Punter
covered us while he worked*
He bound Olivia last, and so, I think, spared my
life, for the blood was pounding in my temples as he
lashed her ankles and wrists, and when he looked
up and leered and patted the limbs he had dishonoured,
I flung myself forward upon him and brought him
down to the ground.
He rose with a frightful curse and jerked me up
to my feet: then with all his might he struck me
between the, eyes, and because my ankles were
fastened I fell again. This time he let me lie—at
Olivia's feet. And when I sat up, something dazed,
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